POLISH  AMERICANS

Friend Robaczynski is happy as well as rich, is the
grandfather of several American babies, and regards
himself as American, too. He is proud of his Polish
ancestry, but returns to Poland now only occasionally,
as an American tourist.

When he took me through his shops there were only
two things which made me think of Poland, There
were some fine hounds there, and also one beautiful
bitch which had just pupped under one of the less noisy
machines. They made me remember that Ladislaus's
father had been a forester, and I'll bet there isn't
another big industrial machine-shop in America which
harbours hounds. Imagine finding a litter of coon-dogs
under one of the big machines in Henry Ford's factory!

The other foreign touch in this shop was a proverb
the boss quoted when I skidded near a machine which
was making needle-grooves in a flat, shining piece of
steel like a piano sounding-board, bathed in oil which
splattered on the floor. He smiled as I recaught my
equilibrium, and said, " A horse has four legs, and still
he slips." I don't think that exists among English or
American aphorisms. It was not a Polish shop in the
sense that it employs Poles exclusively. Various Poles
work in it, but Ladislaus employs American machin-
ists. He doesn't care what their racial origin is so long
as they are good machinists. A thing which is, how-
ever, perhaps traditionally European is that his son,
Ladislaus Junior, and his son-in-law work in the shops,
and that he expects them and their babies to inherit it.

I said, "Suppose the youngest baby wants to be a
violinist? "
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